If
outcome of a chain of thought of which only the con-
clusion appeared:
"I wonder what would have become of me if I had
never met you?"
But a few days later, because Michel insisted that
this sort of situation could not go on for ever and that
he was going to write to her mother, she turned on him
with such bitterness that it was hard to believe the
same person was writing.
"I won't have you persisting in these ridiculous ideas
after all I've said. It would be sheer stupidity to write
to mother at this moment. I shall be the best judge of
the right moment when it comes."
And then all the old maxims:
"What will be will be. And please don't let us try to
hurry destiny, let's take life as it comes. Everything
comes to him who waits. ..."
She dissuaded him, moreover, from his project of
coming to see her again secretly, expatiating at length
and in detail on the insurmountable difficulties before
him. Their house was in a very busy road; and the
beach was enormous, endless, dismal, and without so
much as a rock to hide behind. But she forgot to add
that, to make up for this, there were pine woods im-
mediately behind the town, where she strolled every
day, entirely alone.
The morning post at Saint-Guenole usually came
about nine o'clock. Michel would often go and meet
284